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others have liberty some day to put on record
their story, one parallel to mine but not mention-
ing more of me than I of them, for each of us did
his job by himself and as he pleased, hardly seeing
his friends.

In these pages the history is not of the Arab
movement, but of me in it. It is a narrative of
daily life, mean happenings, little people. Here
are no lessons for the world, no disclosures to
shock peoples. It is filled with trivial things,
partly that no one mistake for history the bones
from which some day a man may make history,
and partly for the pleasure it gave me to recall the
fellowship of the revolt. We were fond together,
because of the sweep of the open places, the taste
of wide winds, the sunlight, and the hopes in
which we worked. The morning freshness of the
world-to-be intoxicated us. We were wrought
up with ideas inexpressible and vaporous, but to
be fought for. We lived many lives in those
whirling campaigns, never sparing ourselves:
yet when we achieved and the new world dawned,
the old men came out again and took our victory
to re-make in the likeness of the former world
they knew. Youth could win, but had not learned
to keep: and was pitiably weak against age. We
stammered that we had worked for a new heaven
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